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The TIAN WHO WAS A TUSFIT et andciaude askew

Copyrighi, 1910, by the Ngrth American Co.
YNOPSIS: A man in London 13

knocked down by an automobiic. Re-

FAS

Bob had come to her with the con- my real name. hen you passed-
fession of his multitudinous trans. mistake that the others had made. And, oh, Peggy, )
gressions. ioved you the first moment | saw you I felt as if )

it did not do to assume & long had really known you in the past. And then Dunecan
face—~she had learned that by ex- came—greeted me as an old friend. He asked
périence—and so it was with a brave Hurllngham, where I knew 1 should see vou again |
effort at cheerfulness, despite the Yielded to the temptation. You remember what hap-
rapid beating of her heart, that she pened that night, Peggy I was nearly forced inte
suggestad that they should go into saying what I had no right to say—but I resisted. for 1
the wood together, and that ghe was only playing a part for that day. I did not know
fhould hear all he had to say under tiien that George Hilton

You made the sams

furming o consciousness, he cannot
place himself, though a leiter in his pocke?
leads him to conclude that his name is George
{nnesley. But he finds himself taken for
George Hilton, an A frican explorer, (md‘pﬂ-
force plays the part.  Afterward he is pro-

me to

was dead”™

the spreading branches of the fa- He paused. His lips were parched. He moistened
' : . "
f"'l.u y attracted by P"‘\',ﬂ\’ -"[df!f()", the monrs“'o‘re. 3 them with kis tongue. Beads of perspiration stood
! £onl ; A= ’ “We're so near ths house here,” unon his forehead
caulifui v T ) ; b ’ N
beautiful young ward of L.ady W estmere, and ahe.eald softly, “und Ty awst or GBY BRI SOt apviahit Gl hor Nand' sifll Jay 18

secures her promise that she will not wed Lord
Bardley, a wealthy but far from desirable
witor. He learns, however, that he is sup-
posed to be in love with Lady Sara Gervaise,
a handsome woman, who has married an-
other for money, and that her husband has
just died wunder mysterious circumstances.
l.ady Sara sends for George and tells him
that they are responsible for her husband's
dealn,

He tries in vain to remember how he
might have aided in the man’s death. The
maftter is much gossiped about. Lady Sara

. gocs abroad. Then George is almost killed

one may Interrupt us. And ¥Oou jhjs—but it felt cold and nerveless- there was no pres-
won’'t say anything, please, about guros of the fingers now
the confession, till we are right “How do you know that he I8 dead?” The volce
away from the house. There are so was not like that of Peggy—-it was the voice of &
many other things that we can talk  woman who had learned to suffer
about. About Bob, for instance. He He tola
told me all about last night and how
good you had been to him. Then
there's Aunt Emily, too. Oh, George!
how grateful she must be to you,
for I know that in her heart she was
afraid of Lord Bardiey and did not
really want to see me married to
him."”

8he gave a littie shudder at the
mere recollection of what she had
escaped. She was leading him down
the sunny path that led to the rock-
ery and thence to the wood. It was

»
her—everything How fate had conducted

m to the explorer's chambers, how he had found the
letter announcing Hilton's intention te kill himself,
and the will by which he left his fortune to Peggy;
how, because of the Intensity of his ove, he had
determined to continue plaving the part which fate
had thrust upon him,

“Why did he wish to kill himself?" The question
was put in the same hard volce as before

George told her this too He concealed nothing
even though he knew that he might be inflleting
deeper pain. For must he not, llke Lady Sara herself
impute murder to the man whom Peggy had ldealized

; . y - ; rery . as a hero? But he was there to speak the whole »
DY @ mvysicrious gll’rr"f"r 41”11 l.(l({\' \\(frd her way, a very sweet and w manly truth, He glanced up at the *“ogre™ towering above
] ; ] : way, when she guessed that any . R i
turrics home 1o see mim, to the great dl.‘mn’\' trouble was pending. to smooth it him. The uplifted arms seemed to be adjuring him to
P o . " " . E s 7 e “aiit full confession.
'/ £ L:'.'. ‘.[“r““’l”' - h“ I“ s ,h( ﬂ,‘hl)lé' s s becng ol g e “1t st have been remorse for what he had done
stOTY pleasant things. And so George fell ¢ mu ey g ' . 80 8 -k
Y. in with her whim, glad of the few in a moment of passion,” sald George. "I feel sure
WWhen Geor g€ recovers, he learns frmn minutes’ respite, to collect bis fac- that George Hilton did not love Lady Sara, and would
4 y s f . not have kijlled for her sake. He left every penny he
Bob Fauntleroy, a young friend, that Pegey uitiés for wiat was before him. S o s v ’
177 ’ "1 . O They chatted, if not as lovers, possessed to you
ves mim. Dol 15 i a scrape himself, still happlly enough, as Peggy led "1 am sure that hée was innocent of the murder.™
s s39 Peruisen # - - » £ . ] ! L . . Peggy spoke the words firmly. "George Hillon would
- ) L o ger lmm oui of u they nave a the way to the oid tree, which was not have killed wantonly He was the best and
rrible ficht with a band of eamblers not so very far away from the bravest man that ever lived.” Suddenly she broke
. A L " e | SCTITICTS, house after all, but which, since it down, wrenching her hand away from George, and
lay off the beaten track, was littje DUrst Into a passion of tears.
Ve /A
'ONTINUED FROM LAST SUNDAY)) %

-
CHAPTER XVIII
Fate Decides.

QUIRED a George's
t o wrestie with the
Al n and to are
Westmers all
in he could He had
r i that ]

. :, ) “‘But what, Peggey, if 1 am not that man—what if
i the real George Hilton is dead? ™
hary
It was } d ke t alte . " a o thr h L1
2t L.ad W ' - . s Aunt Em . " he dod
: e r Agair 3% And » i a 1 . a1t tant
" herself 1 risk a and by e as | iad anticipated, she softened

# you think he ares, Bobh?

3 . 2 . - ~ w) ., v . 3 N v v + » Y - o » » v
s knowledge of the e whispered e W is, and they were aimost

ad he done so What ifternoon breeze, but they were the token that Bob . o
ever 1 may know." he was forgiven
said, ““remalns my own “Hilton's & fine fellow.” he cried enthusiast 2 1]V :
secret, burted forever In “4 man. I don't know that I've ever met an one x
* . W 1 . muet Fou're a It v zirl g i L v t oy
the depths of my heart, whom T admire =0 muc You're a lucky girl, Peggy him too, that she had always loved him ever since 30 ol “’“’I":“
need n . you're both eof ) 3 lucky.” > sighe rhimsically. ) : \ er L3 st.
¥ ou ood have 13 fear, ».u bo ) uck) He sighed whimsically she was a2 little girl, and had made him the hero &Rd excursion ideal
Lady Westmere, no fear It's all over between you &nd me now,” he said, with - It was quite an
‘ '

her dreams,

spot.  The beech lifted its
gaunt form in the center of

st a gravity that wna only half assumed. "We shan't be

It was not at all the way Peggy had been told by

— o e . - rerzxy! Oh. iIf the bl 1o joke ab t being Ve rith each otl ANy 3 3 :
Bu Bob.” she panted 5 gy ! ) K “ . wWith RCi . AT : r aunt, and others had taken it upon them- a Nttle grassy knoll, It stood .
iy ¢ I've D¢ 4 i v 1t ou and my hated ) . to mive he asts lo . hese matters, that . y :
~ ¢ peaponded Georgs, assum- b She. Best Pollonrfx Ohi swortl™ . it S = . not then Mere quite by itself as be-
11 never zue s : o . FES, 4 ' - . t iould behave under such circumstances, bt her
b v . . i t : Here Bol eded to tell Pegs 211 that G : l,”-»‘ .l e . thz ‘ n‘ ! 5 y :f Atnt‘ fitted its age and reputation.
o : - g e > . done for hi e narrated the even S WES TESHY T IoVve, ARG 'Thel mute all the 4 It appeared just as Bob had
H . “ L i : Sy BEMNS 3o ki - B TeBSYation o ; 5 described, a gnarled and
and : ; . e CEn g o - ~See | _ o ‘ X And so the spell fell upon tiiem both. In the little knotted trunk, split near to
At dorrizo: ; roa Who can =ay wha you n . 3 “plal . ; knoll of trees where t} hammock hung they were the ground so as to give a
2 - - > - *hat T MY entanglern 1 Ro q01 =1 3 " ——— hant . =
2 r ; er ¢ y 2 : ‘ S ns : . Rosa M ~r 3 . den from prying eyes; they were as completely by quaint impression of two ab- P
114 e out t 1id, and he threatened r ' it was all a trap to catch me—Rosa confes themselves as if in reality, as it seemed to them at surdly disproportionate egs,
e a nuch her ¢ . ' it blams her noaor sir - . % 2 5 : " =y T
Ms It t ¢ g agor of 1 tha mch But o Llame |} « POOT B . he moment, the world held no more than their two while on either side armlike
ergone ) ’. N 1 -’. i A"‘\l ' ‘,‘ by that rog .. . . branches were u‘1]’f00{'.
B arwtans fade Saaa ) - - 3 1 i r ajiier a expect ! It was the voice of Bob in the distance calling to branches that were leafy
s h 8 KOt i { f what he : s to diid r ' r my gdebts, dDut I don't carve Prince, the great retriever of whom Lady Westmere only .at their extremities,
. » H % hat 111 wet fre of nim =omel = And r
’ - . ' X =i f w \ .. Al i 1 4841 d Ow particularly fon 1 that aroused GCeorge to himself, making it appear as if the
. > » r ir w - ra o
v ‘ of } lig with a trag triking consciousness of what he had done into his giant held up garlands of
> a8 - - - 'L « now 1 Y ¢ :
lady W *y v the f 1 1 1 Doy ha 1a art leaves in his hands.
] - 1 ) von) i : recoubl « Iacallste i Y aope He released Peggy from his arms and stepped back One could complete the
Y 4 ) '] 2
’ v — s - ter put \ . Ll s o : a0 : T i & pace or two Joy sped from him llke a dream, quaint figure by imagining
she spok e was sl ! g t ] 1t i va S he »a & that George made ap- and a look of consternation and something like re- the head between the two
' P ' ] pping { nent > he ] N - ,.. \ l\' - f,-v.v — & - 5 morse sprang to his eyes. Jis cheeks and even his arms, and a few leafless
o of 3 s ‘ temptation came upon ended gracefu from the hammock. “I'm off lips were pale. twigs standing straight on
me 8o idden!s I was being pressed for money ! ""12,1"‘“'““‘ : : He had left everything to chance and impulse, and end could well have passed
2 ne i 1 ' ent 1 ebts. 1 - LU Bob ed the girl in fluttering alar ) ad been betrayed into an avowal of his love be- muster for the “ogre’s” hair,
ad thought—you remember that day wWhen wWe met . W mus=in’t . rea -1 command you to sta fore he had even allowed himself to make the con- Just beyond the "“’_(h‘—‘ “She was W‘"'pin'; once more—ilittle choking sobs.”
3 B e with 8 Tame an to Hurlingham? T —e fession which, above all things, it was necessary that ground fell away to a little
well, I'd ‘hought 1 t would a be arranged that . o3 . ghed at her embarrassment. “Two's he #Mould make. He blamed himself now, blamed brook, a mossy dell sur- O} - . 2 - o o r
=y 38 merry Tavd ardlery: and thes X ilinuis mpany,” he said, moving away. I shall go for a himself bitterly; for what pain might he not bave to rounded by high banks of fern, some of which were _\'\ma‘t sh-«.‘l I do—what .:,‘.j-..l I do?" she moaned,
ve been glven time RBut she refused him walk by myself. See you at tea time.” He turned inflict upon the girl he loved, he who would readily go tall that they easily overtopped Peggy's head. rocking herself to and fro or '- mossy seat. A few
3 told her to refuse him snd. of course. yYou waving his hand and laughing His iong lege had ave endured any agony himself rather than hurt “There’'s the ‘ogre,”” pronounced Peggy, when they 1"1"“ fla red down to her side. It was as If the
t t H i» not 1th sort of !13'1' who Ill.’f‘ﬂ;!\' e tiraa ome yards away Peggy. calling her? ' stood at last by the old tree. “Can’t one imagine that OgTe were weeping too.
i e rg ¢ i not the sort of ma Rim by name, started to run after hi the onscie el v ake 1 » snce ir Geo allowet er te: to flow, sittis sllent
should marry Peggy, and i knew R all the time, and of lack of dignity in the :n,'-\rm-vi:'lx’ltm'ﬂn\;v?;;u;‘?’:x:h‘?; For a moment he was tempted to let things remain some faun of the wood has taken up "”,',’“‘"“ i - p,r:" = ”_“ & h,","‘ iyl anse - - + b,
mvself for being ready to sacrifice her. If I'a 8nd panting, as George came to her side. g as they were, to leave lier in ignorance of ihe SWOrd yha¢ gnaried trunk? But I don't agree with Bob that her side. It was the best thing f er to weep.
- sble to wait for anofhes ,.1;.‘.«' she ;'(v;']l yave It required no keen subtlety on his part to gueas for her Bt 1~x-~-'ul;'~l "\A.{('“\‘g ri‘.IMHHIS e it's a‘ wicked or malevolent spirit, or that the ‘ogre’ Presently she turned to m with a wan smile
ther proposnls. 1 Euew thit Bt T eauldne What had been happenin fo ow that th : for her, he wanted to take her in his arms once more Y ' r : sel sorry for “Will you ¢t ne back home presentiy? sl
other proposal I knew that, toe, but I couldw't _,.1a have likea 'S N ;“.'ux‘l;.'<|}r‘15!'!3y» !t'.l;t h s ,‘z‘rrl ind to forget, as for a few moments he had forgotten. is a proper name for the tree. No, I feel sorry for i. e "\k:' me }\ ! e pr nt
it an ~ ‘\ I ‘ “" il s ..r; :’\. Lv»hn- r\! self in the bushes—to xink 1,-\,(:‘, the c-:qut’l ,|Av1.~.nl1n.‘ But he could not do so, the spell was broken. my faun. and l1ke to imagine how he must ha\‘r-n'ak,-n snured. 1 feel a little faint and my
) ) Lord Ba . nr"vr .:\'. rf :; M ."f:;v . rather than face him at that moment “ '“A,"“ the _ The gir]l was lovking at him with anxious eyes. refuge here where nobody ever comes excepi— And I don’t know what to say, I n
. . Gk that T skl ,"f‘,v"fl ' “k‘"‘*“ hap surest indication of her love that she could have giver Peggy, rosy and smiling, unconscious of the turmeoil “Bxcept lovers llke ourselves,” suggested George. il T sure that v e R aia
¥ rl. and 1 conldn’l I.“”:'ka — » % him e T that was going on within his breast feeling only th&t «7 think there have been plenty of them.” he added, ? = L ) v &
L ® '. y el word 4 aurt me as How sweetly pretty she was, 100, with the soft the hour was their own and that there was so much “judging from the marks on the tree” He pointed as :\”-‘l:i :0.,’\_“:.». of :.:“_, ‘-',,.- ¢ .-\ 1,.‘;\', 1
HERRLATAS me. 1'd had dealinge COlor suffusing her cheeks, and her fair hair where it more that she wanted to hear him say; though, if he ) spoke to the cuts and notches which appeared on 1 k-i” 'vhlif;\“-‘fvw{ 1 ie i
" e i Gacamat nd he said he would YetPed out from under the light straw hat she wore only repeated over and over again that he loved her, ¢y, curface of the trunk, symbols of the passing of Bol Snse _DeAn So0d o
¢ L 90O MASTERES, &n »r!»"‘"‘il"'*!wf‘. N a4  Eiittering In the sunshine, She was dressed fn white, *1° _Would have been content with that. many lovers. L - 1 2 TR S 2 F o g
E Bnaw T ooaidire Sadl o asmanad :""a ":,prh and she wore a pink rose at her breast—as he looked "Peggy,” he sald, after a few moments, plucking Hut it was no longer possible to put off the evil g TOVTRe TOL © his 1 1_extended s hand t¢
. K ‘,v‘ ! ou 't 8 ~>.A ;‘..,1:»\:1?:”" "“-l - at her George could not hel thinking how that blush.- up his courage to the inevitable, “my darling chilqd, moment, to play at forget ulness. The time had come "X‘ kf.)r]_ Jto help her to rise Y es e said gravely,
w e one wi 1 1 could - every -v’d : ?—-x ing rose contrasted with the purple orchid—a flower I have done wrong, and I hardly know what to say to when he must speak, and now George took his courage ""f"‘“ » | 3 ) ‘ L
tla _wa e, ey e B T e K :‘*'.1.- he would always hate. At the same moment the CACUSe myself. There is no excuse, save that I love ¢ "\ to hands, and having found a comfortable seat for L here R'J»'?:’ one I want to ask She was
Fa gnature and Morrison dlscounted the bills vision of a woman's sinuous figure clad in a bla: = you so passionately and deeply.” the &kirl on the slope bheside the tree, installed himselrl :‘- -;d”'Yl., by \I’-.‘N.“.H.I’ . X .'x sa ; 1 1 know wour
 about & wedlva ce of mind 1 the negligee, the sieeves falling away from the arms, ,,__ '°U have done wrong?" The smile faded from her 4o por side upon a knotted root that wound like a TR o n e eIl e What IC teT"_ .
the question came. how was 1 to get the momey? T TF039 before his eyes. And in his nostrils there was DS _ snalke from out of the earth and then disappeared _ ° “ouad It from a leiter written by my father.™
Sotas iy Al e ol S5 of Balirs that curieus Intoxicating perfume which he associated ke 'H-kwrnng.” he iNterrupted hurriedly, “in speak- into a little clump of fern, in "t ‘p e s s (CERELGRT-SEY. N e
tried—ir . ed every way .x ..m,f.'l. k—, ..¢ ‘I bef ,:'.- with Lady Sara s , ing befote making a confession that I am bound to The words were very hard to speak. though she l».lA"y‘.t vﬂ.k,' 50, you _<ro—.~ 1 ,k_’,“f“' .3( once ) And I ;-‘...-4
8199 o A e g '1"{‘ S T “.,:‘. It was but for a moment. The vislos passed away make. But all that T said is true, Peggy. You are the gave him all the assistance in her power. : ;""':::vlihzv;} _for ’n.\w\'-“u"_l’:‘ » late than yesterday. M)
: OIeRt The consented to be s wite e And in it place there was PAEEY. o simple and Whole world to me.” . She looked up gravely into his eyves while she DAame Is "“:\"‘.‘,,Ew;,'.m‘ e
1 y N he hiitie R & o me the Datural in her fluttering -dismay at his appearance ,__The thought of Lady Sara flashed through Peg&Y'S 3,14 his hand tightly in hers, clasping her dngers Pamis ;’F;‘mp‘”'. - ',‘,7_ e e ropeated <
- e his own torged signature. I was [DeT€ Was the perfume of the garden, there was the Drain, and her heart whieh, in that moment of appre- guoce oo JelBe That whe might tighten or relax the Ber SOC 1 the tangied fern. She woule
e neet e his R \‘F:.dn\ ": 14 S Tea background of trees, and lawns, and flowers—a pit‘lur; hension, had seemed to stand still, beat normally pressure as it seemed to be necessary. . }‘_.:‘ .““ ‘? ',":M“. PA: . She .,“.l'.‘ .1v ‘
. ' 2 L S S | S a— o . . of sweetness and fragrance, and in its midst the sweet- again. She was no longer afraid of Lady Sara. George “Now tell me, George,” she said simply, “but under- e not caugnt ! abou ae wa and
i gy et ' . al un est and most fragrant of malids. could not really love the beautiful widow now, what- stand that nothing can make any difference—whatever His remorse broke out in a heavy £roan O
e reggy held out and inels - (;nh“i‘ :ln:-' het “1 will leave it all to chance—to the impulse of the ©Ver he had done in the past. vou may have to say. We love each other—and that et 5 et 1t g s e Ho g S B, T
- : - - oo ﬂ-‘" '.‘;'- ted moment.” As he had told himself the night )--‘<'1‘-r0, But it was about Lady Sara that he wished to is enough.” . ‘“__“"-.‘_'\Tr,f‘rm. W i - veell e e o Fou, &
e gl oo il Lo s BRSO S5C enireatec =0 he had repeated as he came to the girl mcross FPeak. she was sure of that. He would tell her of the “You love George Hilton.” He had made up his T CLE 3 {“ e Ay TR S e
the Kind of 1126 we have beon leadinge: N7  the lawn. Even now he did not knmow how Impulse I0fluence, a bad influence, Peggy felt sure, that this mind, since the truth was to be spoken—the very It B W E BAied nd ) 00T
: ot e R VLS > e aad Tas st would fmpel him. He had thrown down the reins Woman had had upon his life, and how he had wrested truth-—to come to the point at once. What was the hal relensel Bar: ahy Led S oS WS b
R beteesn Ste siasehatuolas T oty G - = :,—.' abandoning himseif to chance ' "  himself free from it for Peggy's saKe. use of dallying, like an unskilful surgeon with the AT CEEATEd Jer She el re—iittle chok-
% il i ,‘.P".nr('.'..'. o .."’_ | .‘1‘th. N : She drew herself up, nervously playing with the “You have something to tell me? she asked. She knife in his hand, inflicting a prolonged torment? A ng. sobs. A St (l:ir: "-4.v“.:~.~rr- 1 flushed v g
i o e Foc e b B s cost to tel rose at her breast. She smiled timorously, deliciousiy smiled up in his face wilth fresh assurance. “Oh, but clean. quick cut—that was best, far best End shae Suk ...“l,d ;,’,""‘.,.,t., g~ - B e
ot Bl Rl st g e R Ath her .o asn'l It silly of Bob to run away? she faltered. It Can't be anything, George, that will make the “You love George. Hilton," he repeated, “the man = o U B¢ “EHESCE Detwaen her sobs—hyste s
_JHe stole away at last, “T-”:\K. her alone wit e “Shall we go and find him, Mr. Hilton 7" " smallest difference. You told e that you love me, who saved your father's life, the man who was the “Yie ot T:‘,l"‘,','ml,"r,‘,‘.. R e ek e B of &t
& o coull o Bty Petiiers bas o caive b o o that 1 wanted rov Pegiy.” said George. ~fje #nd that is enough. Nothing can take that away, hero of your childish dreams. But what. Pegxy,it  He could o8 Nolplens. By Dher side il e n
. by il .‘f y Wet n v A .?_‘u ve for u'r knew that 1 wantad tos sneak to you—he kuew that and nothing that you could say would affect my love I am pot that man—what if the real George Hilton  is pll"”f;' ﬁ)m'&:-.-mpf - "wb by lﬂ: e N .\ui;, an
‘ ™ torn psper which lay in her 1 had a good deal to say.” - for you. No"—she clasped her hands prettily together dead?™ -",'r:,:'. shook .1_.1,; ha .‘:.ﬁ,: ,",,! q" e ,"‘ o 48 g ieg
. " nd Belk wers in tha 3 T L He was letting himself go. He had no longer any —“nothing at all, not even if you were going to con- The blow was given—the knife had made its in- - "'l-‘nr‘zivu He ‘.‘;,"‘,m".. “'\‘_.fr‘ ;‘. N s Wi
g — b e i o .:J‘r'kpn'. el o, wa; control over his tongue. Peggy had cast her speli {055 to wme that you had committed a murder.” cision into the quivering flesh. Peggy was sitting o0 0n o e o Bl that mam e o m by his
' S~ T Rng —— e e “hd""’:‘ b upon him here in the sunlight and In the scented He did not smile back at her, at the very absurdity erect, but she had begun to tremble—he could feel the noticed the fact. She ““ S5 AORTIEE S Rt Rin it bt
. = e ot e K ‘,_':‘ - A zf "‘,'l', A & garden, just as she had done by the side of the ©f the suggestion, as she had expected he would. His guivering of her fingers. roundad even Her 11pe Sovedit wes o -
she had beem all nv.'w-x. r-..‘-'“'\ w.‘: o 90 ¢« Huriingham Inke, with the moon glistening througn [AC¢ was grave. but his eyes were very tender and “I—I don't understand. How can I suppose George | ' U somethin .“_'I »h she could not o W .
L SN0 Ml Ndw S Sips ence .(;hf.-( Sam Y the trees and the faint strains of the Hungarian 10Ving. She felt that she had nothing to fear—what F{itoh dead when you are by my side? She spoke “What is it ‘}.,,K'k;_.":. e qk’;“] . =
A IWINE. “ast" s was something in the . ueic coming to them from the distance could she have to fear now? But, oh, how she wished in little gasps of pain and bewilderment ,"r‘ sse 10 her “1,,,,"‘ 3'“',', N -
. : 3 : w—— : Fate had dcci@ed, discretion was throw that he would leave all horrid explanations to another “Listen, Péggy. Oh, my dear, my dear, lot me teit 00 g E e : ‘ e
had teld her the meanin uf George io wn to the i v & 1 seemed to hesitate. then she gave a little gasp ana
£ raation with Lady ‘\\'-w;f'v:-'rr‘sf{-: h - o 18 l,:‘ winds. . time—any other day—or perhaps never speak of them you everythin before you condemn. George Hilton &l 'I(’.}(‘ her .Wn--’ll! He oo 'H.i‘ not u “, e sl 3 ‘-," e
t ‘~.- 4in : a*“d" he ‘bm' received it Pe .d- - g (! “I love you, Peggy.” he murmured_"my darling, I at all. All she wanted now was that he would take is dead. It's this that will hurt Jou—you who loved ;n(ll\'] ilur '.-\"n"h'll hcm’n ;1 .1~ 1 .l!“:-l-"i.-‘: e "',f‘
o 6 SCTONRE:: BENE WS Bhe e ®SEY was horri love you so!” . her in his arms again and resume the sory at the him so. 1 never meant you to know the truth. I s -F4 X Sw o, DUS now ey shone
fed :’ I.,,«' "d..?—;:-o'n:tn:-»"?:fat.?o‘b{fn r‘i:’\:ul?j.h.\ve been point where he had broken it. : knew that you would accept me—as all the workl has ;nt ;::\l:h this might have been the glitter of her
:“Vr"«i‘-m‘ ‘:ho're“ L hum‘v'?"m, r dignity was 'B‘ut h?rw?uldhr;otﬁio th}:s. lHe was mentally vowing done—as the very man himself. But 1 couldn't lie to “,.rm better now.” she said at 1 11 be
- yumil - | to himself that his lips should never in : ’ re too sweet, ; od. g B el M L o - el
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